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God is capable of playing pranks and He's always mixing Himself up
with artists. It's the only company He cares to keep. All the same, I'm
all out for a healthy Philistinism which will laugh, though not urgently,
at the mystic pretensions of our workers in paint, in stone or in print."
"You prefer to think of yourself as a 'healthy' Philistine ?"
He dropped his head and made up his mind quickly. "How else," he
answered, "is one to be free from the diseased langour of sestheticism?"
In that phrase I saw the Yellow Book, and the artists and writers Max
pilloried so tenderly.
"You know/' he continued, "Dumas could have said all that of
Rodin's sculpture, or of my work, or, compositely Rodin's sculpture of
me. Rodin was an extraordinary man really. He liked to work in his
garden and whenever he wanted anything moved he would call the
nearest person, even the postman to help him lift the sculpture, and the
amazing thing was that he did it! We got on very well together, he
could not speak English and I could not speak French, so conversation
was smooth as I did all the talking. He was really uneducated and like
Anatole France had never heard of me before my wife asked him to do
a bust of me. I don't think he had even heard of William Morris. He
lived in grand style in a mansion with a large garden and a factotum who
ran all his affairs very efficiently for him/'
"You mean Rilke, the poet?"
"Was he a poet?" He was obviously taken aback. I waited to hear
something about Rilke but he had nothing to say about him.
"Rodin was a very good draughtsman," he continued, "and Charlotte,
who managed to get round everybody, impressed him enough, for him
to give her one of his drawings, a nude, but he was delicate enough to
drape this drawing before he presented it, in deference to my wife's
modesty. Which reminds me of a sweet story about Ruskin.
"He had heard that a lady whom he had loved in his youth was dying
and he expressed a desire to see her. The reply came that he could only
see her if he said that he loved God more than her. He did not go."
"It was well," I said, "that Ruskin didn't see her/'
"I had a similar experience with Janet Achurch. My last meeting
with her was at the Court Theatre, I had not seen her for ages and I made
an odd mistake. I went into the wrong room and found three women
dressing, I went straight to the one made up as an old woman and kissed
her hand. She was obviously surprised and quietly directed me to the next
landing."